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© The Beginning of Life: The Morning After 
Sedona Mills dazzles us with Chapter Two of her opus on 
the dark, criminal underbelly of the cyber world 


¢ Ricky the Rat Crap Mariner smells a rat, a big one. 

e The Artefact: Still Not Known Art Blue brings his 
serial on art in the virtual multiverse to an exciting close. 

e Left Behind Elysienne takes up the cause of the Cree, 
and promises that their subjugation will never be forgotten. 

¢ Burn2 - Burnal Equinox Hitomi visits the recent 
SL homage to the arts and brings back a stunning pictorial. 


¢ Gimme Poet Zymony Guyot delivers a powerful poem 
on themes of greed, power and corruption. 


¢ The Key to Golden Hills: Capture Hitomi 
Tamatzui and Stihly Augenblick’s noir serial touches a nerve, 
with a dramatic study of an Asian crime syndicate. 


e An Avatar Walks into a Bar Gudrun Gausman goes 
for the laughs, and explores why things are funny. 


¢ An Arrow in Time Poet Adrian Blair finds Page 27 of 
a discarded text, and ends up telling us the entire story. 


About the Cover: 


Photographer/writer Hitomi Tamatzui 
captures a beautiful piece of futuristic 
antiquity from the Burn2 - Burning 
Equinox exhibition, created by SL 
artist, maddomxc Umino, called “The 
Winged Victoria from Samothrace.” 
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gensen the impression that his 

speeding vehicle was travelling 
among the stars. The large flakes were 
so light that Harry didn’t need to use 
the wipers on his windscreen, and the 
aerodynamics of the old 2028 Ford 
Bronco he was driving were enough to 
push the snow away. 


T= falling snow gave Harry Jor- 


The sight before him put Harry into a 
semi-trance. His thoughts weren't 


about driving on the winter road, but 
instead on the upcoming day at hand. 
Seeing the snow falling in front of him 
put him at ease, letting him wonder 
what it would be like to travel among 
the stars. 


Harry continued to allow the Bronco to 
drive itself down the road. He was 
happy he got the old Bronco upgraded 
with the latest road technology last 
year, allowing him the luxury of letting 


the vehicle drive itself, following the 
markers on the road surface and from 
the telemetry the road itself provided. 
It really didn’t matter, though. It was 
early morning, still dark from the 
winter storm hanging over the Sierra 
Nevada; Harry was alone and had the 
road to himself. 


Eventually a chime sounded, bringing 
Harry out of his thoughts and back to 
reality. He looked up at the windshield’s 
old-time heads-up display and saw that 
the vehicle was nearing its destination. 
Harry put his hands and feet on the 
proper controls, and pressed the manu- 
al button on the steering wheel. Using 
the GPS information put up before 
him, along with the enhanced view 
provided by car's radar, Harry had a 
clear view in front of him, and was able 
to slow the Bronco down and turn into 


"| the driveway with ease. In front of him 


was a nondescript building with a 
single door and no windows. Harry 
pulled his vehicle up in front of the 
building and cut the engine. Then 
grabbing a bag beside him - his lunch - 
he climbed out and trudged through 
the accumulating snow to the lone 
door of the building. 


The door had a single “No Trespassing” 
sign and a number for authorities to 
call if an emergency were to occur 
while Harry was away. There was no 
other indication of the use of the build- 
ing, or that the building was being used 


at all. Harry liked it that way. He had to 
keep a low profile. Using the phone he 
always kept with him, he punched in a 
code, the locks clicked, and Harry 
opened the door, stepping into dark- 
ness. 


searched Harry's retinas. Positioning 
his head until a green light confirmed 
the scanner was aligned, a beep in- 
formed him the analysis was complete. 
He then placed his thumb on the pad 
and his DNA was evaluated. A few 


Using ig ila he always kept with him, 


he punche 


in a code, the locks clicked, and 


Harry opened the door, stepping into darkness. 


“Lights,” he called out, his voice sound- 
ing in its normal baritone, reverberat- 
ing off the concrete walls, now that the 
door was closed, entombing him in 
complete darkness. Immediately, the 
room was flooded in bright light, caus- 
ing Harry to blink a few times to adjust 
to the brightness. He found himself in 
the building’s foyer. Not like a foyer you 
would expect with fountains or plants 
to welcome guests, but a small ante- 
chamber of a room, devoid of any fur- 
niture or decoration. The room was 
about two meters across and four 
meters deep. The concrete walls were 
bare of paint or covering of any kind. 
At the other end of the room was an- 
other door which Harry now ap- 
proached. 


A voice, soothing and feminine, but a 
bit sterile, greeted Harry with a “good 
morning” and asked him to present 
himself for identification. Harry stood 
in front of the door as the eye scanner 


seconds later, another green light next 
to the pad lit, and the locks on the in- 
ner door released. Harry opened the 
door to find a second mechanical door 
behind, which he opened by sliding it 
into the wall. The steel door was ar- 
mored, as were the walls, to ten inches. 


As Harry entered the room, the soft 
voice came back to life, acknowledging 
his presence. “Good morning, Harry,’ 
intoned the voice, as lights came on, il- 
luminating the vast and mostly empty 
interior. 


“Hello, Jerry. Can you please provide 
me the results of the daily regression, 
diagnostic, and data extraction jobs, 
please.” 


The voice, affectionately called Jerry, 
replied. “Acknowledged, Harry. All 
daily diagnostic and data extractions 
have completed without error. All daily 
regression code testing has been com- 


pleted on the current active code 
branch without error” 


Harry smiled as he heard the news. 
The software updates installed the pre- 
vious night passed all of his rigorous 
tests. Moving to his workstation, Harry 
took a seat, and the seven screens in 
front of him came alive. 


The interior of the building would be 
called sparse, at best. The mostly empty 
space was being used to house what to 
the untrained eye would be some kind 
of computer lab. There was one work- 
station with many virtual monitors 
surrounding the space where Harry sat, 
their holographic images bathing him 
in a bluish-white light. Off to one side 
was a server rack housing 16 of the 
latest server modules containing optic- 
al CPUs and one terabyte of organic 
memory in each unit. A large table 
with connections for personal tablets 
was off to the other side along with a 
3D_ holographic projection system. 
Other than a small kitchenette against 
one wall, there was little else in the oc- 
cupied space. 


Harry looked at the center screen 
which was now showing his schedule 
for the day. Unlike typical schedules 
showing only meetings, Harry's had his 
meetings, which were few, and what he 
expected to accomplish today. He 
looked over the list and felt no changes 
were needed. A glance at the clock told 


Harry it was 4:58 a.m., so he left the 
comfort of his chair and moved to the 
kitchenette where a pot of coffee had 
finished brewing. 


“Jerry, please establish a private net- 
work connection via the Internet to my 
team members. Encrypt using Harry- 
Echo-Four protocols. Establish video 
feeds on connection and route to 
primary display.” 


“Acknowledged, Harry. Connection to 
the Internet has been established. 


Harry-Echo-Four protocols now being 
implemented on all traffic. Establishing 
connections with remote peers. Video 
feeds now being pooled to primary dis- 


play as remote connections estab- 
lished” 


“Thank you, Jerry” replied Harry, 
which he followed up with “Establish 
routing and pipeline detection al- 
gorithms, Monitor for any unauthor- 
ized activity along the established 
private network to remote peers.” 


“Acknowledged, Harry. Detection al- 
gorithms started with no errors. Private 
network now being monitored. No ir- 
regularities in network found.” 


Taking his cup of coffee, Harry re- 
turned to hi t to see the other four 
members of his team appear on the 


main screen in front of him, each one 
taking up one-quarter of the display. 
Each of them would see the same im- 
age with the exception that their image 
would be replaced by Harry, courtesy 
of the camera located inside the top of 
his primary monitor unit. 


Looking at his team, Harry thought 
about the four people staring back at 
him on the screen. He smiled at his 
teammates and started the conversa- 
tion: “Good morning guys. How was 
your weekend?” He took a testing sip of 
his coffee, making sure not to burn his 
mouth with the still scalding fluid. 


In the upper left portion of the screen, 
Raj, at five foot ten inches and of Indi- 
ent, started off the replies, obvi- 
ustomed to being first. “Tests 
went well on the test sim environment 
this weekend. The simulation is run- 
ning with no errors and the new soft- 
ware you installed in the primary 
avatar seems to be working with no 
bugs evident.” 


Harry took another sip of his coffee 
and nodded. “Great news Raj, thanks,’ 
he replied with a smile. “Rhonda. Your 
report?” 


Rhonda, a stunning redhead with pearl 
white skin and freckles smiled. “The 
primary avatar is beginning to exhibit 
self-aware tendencies. She is question- 
ing who she is and her purpose in life. 
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The autonomous intelligence routines 
are starting to mature and she is adapt- 
ing to the changes we installed last 
month. Your updated code to instill 
hunger and fatigue from yesterday's in- 
stall should bring her to about a ninety 
percent, self-aware human standard.” 


Harry nodded his agreement. “Let's 
make sure her personality markers re- 
main normal. We're at the crucial stage 
here Rhonda. We don't need this one to 
go psychopath like the last sample 
avatar.” Rhonda nodded her reply and 
Harry could see her looking down vis- 
ibly taking notes. 


Harry then shifted his gaze to Dan, his 
hardware tech. Dan replied on cue. 
“The environment is running with no 
problems. All servers are online. I ran a 
capacity check on the asset databases 
and found we have plenty of room left 
for growth if we need to expand the en- 
vironment as you requested.” 


“That's great, Dan. Have the security 
monitors picked up anything on our 
network?” 


radar so far?” 


“Good to hear, Dan. Let's keep the en- 
vironment static for now. We'll need to 
see how much capacity the artificial in- 
telligence will need as it develops to 
one hundred percent awareness.” 


Dan smiled, his nose scrunching up in 
a fashion that Rhonda felt looked silly 
and cute at the same time. “Sounds 
good. I'll be starting on the interface 
built into the world grid this week. 
There are some network security hacks 
that I have to work out first.” 


“Be careful, Dan. We don't need the AI 
folks from NSA sniffing around now. 
We're getting close to our goal.” 


“Those guys'll never know I was there; 
trust me on that one, Harry.” 


Harry nodded his approval to Dan, but 
still had concerns. He knew the worst 
enemy of a hacker is his own ego, and 
Dan's was a whopper! But he trusted 
Dan completely. Harry had brought his 
remarkable, bright and intelligent stu- 


“| have the virus read 


to install into the avatar 


code when you are ready with the delivery system.” 


Dan looked away for a moment and 
then returned his gaze to Harry. “Nope. 
Not a peep. We're completely under the 


dent up from a kid just starting out at 
MIT. He knew what Dan was capable 
of, and felt comfortable putting the se- 
curity of the entire project in his hands. 


Harry looked at Julio, who looked 
bored with the entire meeting. “How 
goes the hack into the grid, Julio?” 


Julio replied in his normal Latino ac- 
cent. “I have the virus ready to install 
into the avatar code when you are 
ready with the delivery system. I still 
need to break the avatar asset security 
locks on the world grid, but can’t do 
that until Dan gets past the network se- 
curity first. Dan, do you have an ETA 
on when I can start sniffing around in 
there?” 


Dan, looking up in thought, replied, 
“Well I can hold off on the interface 
and see what I can do about that secur- 


ity this week. Would that help with 
your plans, Julio?” 


Julio nodded with a smile. “Bueno.” 


Harry smiled at the cooperation of his 
team. He was pleased with the results 
of combining these four people who 
never played well with others, and 
working with them to form a bond. Of 
course, they were motivated, too, The 
goal of the project was sufficient to 
change everything in the world. And 
their names would become immortal if 
they succeeded. 


Harry came out of his daze and moved 
on with the meeting when he realized 


Julio was finished with his report. 
“Okay, everyone. Here is where the 
pucker factor rises up! We really need 
to stay on our toes, and I expect quick 
progress updates every two hours now, 
Also, if you haven't made plans yet to 
travel to Tahoe, make them now. I 
think we're close to our final tests and 
implementation into the world grid. 
Pack for cold weather?” 


Everybody nodded, said their good- 
byes, and logged off of the private com- 
munication. Immediately, the silence 
was broken by the computer voice of 
Jenny. “All remote communications 
have been terminated. One anomaly 
was found in termination.” 


Startled by the report, Harry sat up 
straight and barked, “Elaborate!” 


“Upon disconnect of private link to 
Dan, the carrier signal did not immedi- 
ately disengage” 


“Shit! Jenny, did you perform a trace to 
see what was holding the carrier?” 


“Yes, I did Harry. The trace did not 
provide any conclusive evidence of an- 
other signal eavesdropping. Analysis of 
the anomaly showed the carrier re- 
mained active for 12 micro-seconds 
after the connection disconnect request 
was acknowledged by Dan's system. 
Probable cause is a failure of the holo- 
tech communications network device 


at Dan's location” 


Harry sat back in his seat and thought 
about that for a moment before reply- 
ing. “Okay Jenny. 

Put another dozen monitor algorithms 
on the next remote uplink to Dan, and 
inform him of the anomaly and that his 
system is about to crash.” 


“Acknowledged, Harry,’ was Jenny's 
reply, followed about three seconds 
later with “Request complete.” 


Harry relaxed and took another sip of 
his coffee. Leaning back in his chair, he 
started speaking out his next code-set 
for the experiment. 
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Special Agent Stan Morgan looked up 
from his display with a wide grin. His 
hunch that Dan Rogers was involved in 
the theft of one hundred million dollars 
of Brasilia Petrochemical’s holdings was 
beginning to pay off. Stan, a special 
agent in the United Nations Bureau of 
Special Cyber Crimes, was assigned to 
the case over a year ago. When he ob- 
tained the case file, there was little in- 
formation about the crime itself. It was 
a typical cyber-crime by hackers. 


They had somehow gotten past Brasil- 
ia’s supposedly impenetrable firewalls 
to obtain account information of their 
holdings in the newly formed Bank of 


North America & Brazil. Once the ac- 
count information was obtained, the 
thieves were able to access the bank ac- 
counts and wire-transfer the money to 
other accounts in Switzerland. The 
heist was so clean that accountants in 
Brasilia hadn't found the missing cash 
until the annual audit was performed. 
By then, the money was untraceable 
and lost forever. 


Stan was a typical man of typical pro- 
portions. While his talents as a cyber- 
crime investigator were superb, Stan 
was of little value in the other field op- 
erations that involved the Bureau. 
Coming from a poor family in Seattle, 
Stan honed his talents 
the century computers. 
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typical geek in school, but he excelled 
in his studies, which earned him a 
scholarship to MIT. His 170 pound 
frame and average height made it chal- 
lenging as he went through field train- 
ing for the Bureau. But perseverance 
saw him through, and he was now a 
chief investigator in the unit. 


The file was brought to Stan because of 
his training at MIT, and particularly for 
his special talents pursuing crimes 
against the “machine.” Stan's history be- 
fore entering the bureau was a typical 
one, Most came from the ranks of 
hackers, caught by the bureau and now 
“forced” to work for them or, in the 
case of Stan, volunteering their services 
in hopes of leaving behind a life of hid- 


den identities and continuous looks 
over their shoulders. Many wished to 
pursue families, and being considered 
n international terrorist convinced 
them to change sides. For this selfless 
act, Stan was pardoned of any and all 
crimes he may have been involved in 
prior to his enlistment into the Bureau. 


Stan worked on the case in his usual 
fashion by starting with the code. Con- 
trary to popular belief, there was no 
way to permanently delete code from 
corporate systems. One hundred years 
of software best-practices had taught 
cost-stingy corporations one thing: 
back up your systems, and back them 
up often. No corners were cut on in- 


formation security after the great world 
depression of 2031, when the first sen- 
tient artificial intelligence, Simon, 
hacked into all of the major banks in 
the world simultaneously, demanding 
sole reign over the human race. 


After countless weeks disseminating 
the code from backups, and cross-ref- 
erencing valid code releases housed in 
the development code repositories 
against the actual running production 
code in the banks computers systems, 
Stan was able to find the code used to 
hack into the accounting systems and 
acquire the account number. To his 
surprise, he found a segment of code 
that was very familiar to him. 


Back in college, while Stan 
was in his still rebel phase, he 
wrote code specifically to 
break through the firewall 
software provided by Micro- 
Security Systems, the same 
firewall software used in 
Brasilia. To his amazement, it 
was none other than his old 
code. But this was im- 
possible. Stan never used the 
code before, and only gave 
one copy of it out. That copy 
went to his old college 
roommate, his partner in 
crime at the time, Dan Ro- 
gers. 


While the hackers of the 
world were adept at what 
they did, so was the Bureau 
of Special Cyber Crimes, and 
it didn’t take long for the § 
bureau to locate Dan. Stan 
knew that Dan couldn't be 
arrested on the circumstan- 
tial evidence he had. More was needed 
to put him away for this crime. Stan 
also knew Dan couldn't have pulled off 
that robbery himself and hide traces of 
the money so well. Dan had partners in 
this crime, and Stan was determined to 
take down the entire group, and he 
knew he had to use Dan to find his way 
in, But he knew Dan, and knew that if 
he did any poking around, his attempts 
would be discovered, the entire opera- 
tion would be shut down. No, Stan 


knew if he was going to discover Dan's 
involvement, and who his partners 
were, he was going to have to finesse 
the situation. 


He knew he had found his fish, now he 
just needed to build the rod, bait the 
hook, and cast it into the waters so he 
could entice Dan to bite. 
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Ricky the Rat 
by Crap Mariner 


Back in the day, Ricky The Rat would drop a dime and rat you out to the cops. 


The Syndicate never managed to finger Ricky, so they muscled the phone company 
into raising the price of a call from ten cents to a quarter. 


“Exact change, please," said the operator to Ricky. 

That cooled Ricky's heels for a while... until 911 made it to the city. That was toll free. 
Ricky would still drop a dime out of habit, and get it back. 

Then, cell phones took over. Phone booths vanished. 


The Syndicate tracked Ricky with GPS, and whacked him. 


AFLer Dark Lounge 


Come explore our sim with live music shows on 
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Where you can live where yiou love to play! 
Check out our rentals of all styles. 
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The Artefact: 
Still Not Known 


by Art Blue 


“Tt is said, ‘Rome was not built in a day.’ I will build the 
Colosseum in a minute. And in a second, I'll create a new 
soul: me.” -- Anonymous 


am in limbo. I am drifting in an 

upload stream. You would say in 

your terms, the simulator up- 
loaded me. Even you don't know what 
an upload means, as you believe you 
never experienced it, This might not be 
true, as its memory has left you, if it 
had ever been in you. You want it this 
way. That's the rule of life. The coding. 
The reset, embedded in the code. There 
are other rules, but it’s too early to un- 
fold them now. You know only the 
download. You have been downloaded 
once by the Bainbridge profile or 
something more simple, like the mind- 
files by LifeNaut. Otherwise, you 
wouldn't have found these pages that 
have been placed in a time capsule to 
be opened by future generations. Fu- 
ture? A good question. Let’s say time is 
covered in a singularity, I will keep it 
simple. Just stepping forward a little, 
and backward in time. I let it be on you 
to see where you are standing just now, 
as this I don't know. Of course, I know. 
But you would be too scared to read on 
if I would tell how I know. 


Nevermind. Speak with Wizard Gyn- 
oid, who special in building preci- 
sion geometric objects and who was an 
early mover when LifeNaut was in beta 
state. Her work stays in VULCANICUS 
until the end of days on top of the 
roller coaster. With a click on the wi 
ard standing there waiting patiently for 
your visit until time immemorial, you 
may rez one of her structures, a small 


Site Create 
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one, an isotropic sphere made of 243 
prims. The record of prims in one gen- 
eric construction in outer space was 
held by Wizard Gynoid (her friends 
call her Wizzy): about 83,000 prims, 
one prim rezed at 1,000,042 meters 
above sea level, witnessed by Soror 
Nishi. 


It stays noted in the files of the ancest- 
ors: “Here on this plot Wizzy passed 
the barrier of 15,000 prims on date link 
~ and stayed alive.” It would make no 
sense to explain the date notation that 
is engraved in the plate, as I don’t want 
to show that I know when one will read 
this message. So there is a link 
provided to the outer world, The outer 
world may handle this question. But 
Wizzy doesn't stand alone. More than 
60 artists stay as the ancestors of prim 
based art. Their names have been sent 
as a reply to DRON7 by Zeno Astron- 
en. Never heard of planet DRON7 and 
the alien dog FLA on the way to Bruck- 
ner Concert Hall? Quite easy to find it 
no matter in what time zone you are. I 
speak of reality, whatever it means for 
you. You don't need to search for some 
cult, take a drug to see the Blue Ele- 
phant or head to cool places in the sim- 
ulator like AREA 51 or jump in a 
Faraday cage where you believe it is not 
scanned by BBIWY. DRON7 is quali- 
fied as no threat to human insight as it 
was covered in art. This art, the mes- 
sage of communication encoded inside, 
got printed by one of the European pi- 
oneers of the Internet, Space Net. You 


see, there is not only MONDRIAN that 
has the knowledge, that carries the ex- 
emption in the code to prevent a reset. 
There is a chance for everyone to hack 
the code, you may say. That’s why I ad- 
ore Wizzy. She went beyond the limits 
claimed by the makers of the simulator. 
You may even speak with her in a pre- 
Bainbridge world, a world which used 
the word “Second” in a very unappro- 
priated way, but this is another story. 


In my time, I claim to have life in me! 
So, in case the document will make it 
to earlier days, the days when rez 
Magazine was published way before 
these pages have been written and 
placed in a time capsule for travelling 
back, you may speak to a pre-made 
Wizard Gynoid, a (forgive me, 
Wizzy) ... a “handicapped one.’ A key- 
board and mouse driven one. Gosh, 
truly unbelievable, but not for me! I see 
the time passing. Some may dream of a 
second downstream, a continuous life 
in the simulator, or dream of a second 
upstream for a transition. All these 
terms are fine to describe the future - 
and by looking back, the past. How 
shall words be used when something 
happens you are not used to experi- 
ence? Let's make a deal: it’s important 
that you use Second, not First. First 
stays reserved for me, the First Prim. I 
speak in riddles? Many famous ones 
did. You remember the primset Faust? 
He was one of the first. He knew about 
the future. The future of art. The future 


of art in the simulator. 


“How to please the public - that's the 
test, 


But nowadays I find I'm in a fix; 


I know they're not accustomed to the 
best, 


But they've all read so much they know 
the tricks. 


How can we give then something fresh 
and new 


That's serious, but entertaining too?” 


Goethe, Faust, Part I: Prelude On The 
Stage; translation by John R. Williams 
(1999) 


It's important that a primset, or an 
Ident-Unit as we call them since Simu- 
lacron-1 got to work, sets a reflection of 
existence that bends time, as Neruval 
would say, the AI on my shoulder. 


So, let's call it the Second room where I 
am now. Call it the Second space. Or 
move higher and call it The Third Grid. 
It doesn’t matter, as it is pure math that 
can explain it. I'm sure you got it 
already by speaking with Wizzy. She 
might have shown you the Klein bottle, 
where she was the very first one surfing 
in a world of four dimensions. Yes, she 
stands on a surfboard and makes the 


moves! John Carpenter's last scene 
in Dark Star became reality. 


There are so many options to con- 
tinue this story. All of them I 
know. But this will be the last one. 
Why is it so? I have read the book 
of time. That makes me lonely. The 
knowledge about the future and 
free will does not fit together. One 
has to decide. If I decide for having 
a free will of choice, I will forget 
knowing about the future. That's 
why I say I'm in limbo now. 


that shall be available to be used 
freely by everyone. But is it worth 
it to do so? In 30 years, a trade- 
mark loses it weight. And 30 years 
are gone, Just one detail makes me 
think as there are domains ~ end- 
less notations and extensions on 
them. The dot com is the very best 
as it was, in a way, the first. And it 
will stay connected over time. This 
world claims “secondlife.com” - 
but there is no true life in it. At 
least what I see when sneaking 
now behind the menu. The avatars 


Time to decide. Let’s say I have to 
hit my Second menu. I can choose. 
I repeat: I can choose! Only I? 
That's a good question. I believe so, 
as I am the First. What world shall 
I enter? There are so many. I shall 
use terms you may discover when 
you use old archives. Kitely, Fran- 
cogrid, Metropolis, OSgrid, in- 
worldZ, Avination, Third Grid, 
High Fidelity ... 


I stop: one world in the listing is 
called Second Life and a TM sign 
behind Life. Life! I should set up a 
claim for a trademark deletion. 
Second and Life are both terms 


are like puppets there. To be a pup- 
pet is fine, as this is a good concept 
to get closer to the question of cod- 
ing that reaches back to Simulac- 
ron-1 and -3. But I am not a 
puppet. So let's just make sure: I 
speak of a different life. The life in 
a real simulator. Where you may 
experience Artefacts of the past 
and of the future. The life where 
the ultimate Blue Elephant may 
evoke. But I am curious. Hopefully, 
I will always remember that where 
Tm going now is not the real 
world. 


Shall I try Second Life? Shall I 


press the button to be thrown back in 
time? Neruval jumps from my shoulder 
by reading my thoughts and_ flies 
around, squeezing and chirping. What 
happens to the owl? I wonder, but not 
for long as Neruval made a move to re- 
veal itself. He let its pecker make it bet- 
ter. Must be the sunflower seeds he got 
from Jami Mills at these times. That's 
why Neruval is frantic. I don’t see any 
difference in them, as I know the code. 


The same code can taste different? Just 
by being handed over by a different 
person? I wonder, I wonder. But that 
maybe the reason that I need an AI on 
my shoulder, otherwise my Alzheimers 
might jump back. I knew Prof. Sol did 
something on the owl. So, let it be and 
let's make Neruval happy. I have 139 


million terra in hand. All earned in my 
last performance. You might know it 
was a Blue Elephant I presented before 
I left the world to head to new fronti- 
ers, 


The Blue Elephant is not an invention I 
had to bring in from different times to 
make my message understood. It was 
stated long before computers moved to 
an advanced state. The time Prof. Her- 
bert W. Franke published in disguise as 
Sergius Both and Peter Parsival. I will 
not have any problem entering this 
world. I am far beyond this stage due to 
the technology I carry in me. Some 
routines are faked, but why shall I 
speak it out? I can always call Raymond 
Kurzweil and the Graviton boots if 
things get tough. No Avatar ever had 
such a volume in hand: nearly 0.14 Bil- 
lion terra of storage. I press the menu: 
Second Life. 


There I am now, called “Welcome Is- 
land Center 4.” I see one avatar stand- 
ing there, looking like REZdevil, the 
usher in Paradise Lost, but it's REZan- 
gel. Asking me to join an art group, a 
reader's group, rez Magazine. Don’t 
panic. How can it be? Don't panic? Of 
course! Does this ring a bell? Is 
Douglas Adams back? Is it so simple? 
Am I expected? The Welcome Center 
never lets anyone come back. I leave 
REZangel behind and wonder how this 
avatar can stay at the Welcome Center 
for so long. I click the teleporter to 


move in. I will never see this place 
again, so I make a photo. It’s an inter- 
esting one. Maybe it’s a golden nugget 
to remember? 


Before I entered this world, I made a 
soft reset. Otherwise, it would be less 
fun. I have to explain. I made an ALT. 
An Alternate Avatar. This gives me the 
freedom to remember or to ignore. 
There's some cheating behind this? No 
way! I used a fine name. A name that 
links to art, To sharp art. Art Sharp? 
Yes, a good name. A little backdating 
hack shall do it to raise some talk - - to 


I let myself be created after mid-2010 
and name myself Art Sharp. I am then 
not a single-word username, not a 
plain Resident as I shall be due to 
Linden. I am a true life form with 
avatar rights, based on a freely chosen 
full name. Some say this is not possible 
but my maker will do it, meaning I do 
it, as | am more technologically ad- 
vanced than all others in this simulator. 


So let's date Art Sharp to August, 24, 
2012, and a sharp prim will notice that 
I am a time traveler. Born two years 
later as defined by the makers of 


Someone important must bring me in 
as the greatest artist of all time. 
With an exclusive invite list. 


lay the groundwork for some rumors to 
thrive. A little magic also gives some 
thrills. Let's look in the archives. I read 
it aloud from a blog by Jeremy Linden, 
modified by Eli Linden: “If you created 
your Second Life account before mid- 
2010, you have a Second Life "first 
name" and "last name" that determine 
your username as follows: _ first- 
name.lastname. If you registered your 
account after mid-2010, you created a 
unique, single-word username; for ex- 
ample: mortimer1980, or jsmith57 ....” 


Second Life with a true name, not a 
Resident who missed the hype. I will be 
a newborn old soul. How will I do it? 
Can I bend time? Has Neruval the 
power? May the owl will also change 
my name in a performance? Maybe my 
career will even top Art Blue, the one 
who was way ahead in time - - but this 
is another story. 


I have to set up the performance, be- 
fore you, dear reader, get tired. The cre- 
ation of life shall keep you on track. 
Someone important must bring me in 


as the greatest artist of all time. With 
an exclusive invite list. Why not the 
contributors to Vulcanicus? They all 
will become famous. They all will be- 
come an Artefact. 


With so many terra in hand, it’s no big 
deal. I see the pricing system at Vir- 
WoX. I get 2,752,559 Lindens for a giga 
on storage when I use 1 kbyte for a 
prim. Oh - - an overflow happens as I 
ask Neruval how many Lindens I 
would get if I exchange all the terra in 
hand. You think how can it be that an 
AI reports an overflow? Yeah, that is 
one of the settings in time travel. A 
problem of a soft reset. If I would bring 
all my knowledge in, the fun would be 
at zero. And there is another side of the 
medal. It stays in something you know 
as religion. It’s a term for progress. It is 
a pity that Art Blue, as he was in this 
Second Life, created the group Dr. Mi- 
chael Newton and no one joined it. No 
one? Not fully correct. Some did. They 
understand his text, his mission, his 
way of saying things. Past life regres- 
sion, it’s called. Oh, my Prim — I lose 
track. I shall stay in my realm of abso- 
lute truth. The truth of a digital life. 


So, I am now Art Sharp and I am head- 
ing to become famous. | scroll back in 
the files of the inhabitants. What would 
be the biggest impact I could hope for? 
To become immortal and get known in 
an instant as the greatest artist of all 
time in Second Life? I listen to some 


chats. I join some exhibits. I read blogs. 
I check Facebook. I read profiles and 
links. From time to time, I stop. I don’t 
need to stop, as my core cycles are on 
piccospeed. No need in Second Life to 
set myself on femtospeed. It would be- 
come so boring to wait until one has 
finished a sentence in local chat or in 
private IM as the communication is 
called there. Sometimes I smile. Then I 
stop and set my clock on hold. I read of 
someone named SaveMe Oh about art. 
She writes: “... even someone working 
as a toilet-cleaner in a museum claims 
to be a curator in this Second Life.” I 
see the problem of Art Blue. Being an 
artist and a curator is not wise. You 
may move down to clean a toilet. And I 
smile even brighter. Does SaveMe Oh 
know about Joseph Beus and the clean- 
er? Beus can be me. BEUS.ME -- I see 
options for the future. The time after 
The Artefact - or before? 


Neruval is not with me. I don’t want to 
uncover myself by showing the owl. 
Neruval is in the woods hunting. I get 
notes of some happenings there - - of 
stories written in a secret book of 
Counter Earth - - of dances in the 
moon. Of beautiful half-naked women. 
I need to be charming and I need to act 
as a man. This realm fits me. I buy 
great hair, great skin, great extensions. 
And it works! No! No! Not this exten- 
sion. I bought a bow. I hunt panthers. 
With fast calculations done on pic- 
cospeed my bow gets them all. My owl 


finds them. I call it Radar On and der- 
ender trees. I let them raise their arms. 
T let them beg for mercy. It’s fun! I join 
a round table talk: “Does physical at- 
tractiveness matter in Second Life” at 
The Basilique Club, Chat Salons. I get 
insights. I buy a guitar with some songs 
in it. 


What can I do? Rome is too big to 
carry! I have to concentrate discovering 
something that can't be topped. I will 
steal the Colosseum and bring it back 
in an art performance. I will donate it 
to the public! Panem et  circenses. 
Spartacus, monsters -- blood and sand. 
Honor and steel. Dances of captured 


| remember Art Blue once promised a lady 
to place Rome at her feet. But she wanted 
a fat diamond. | will finish the job. 


I am ready for my art career. I remem- 
ber Art Blue once promised a lady to 
place Rome at her feet. But she wanted 
a fat diamond. I will finish the job. I am 
ready to conquer Rome. I don’t want to 
be Caesar or Caligula. That's not for 
me. Everyone can claim to be Caesar. 
You buy the dress, you change your 
name, you set your height and muscles, 
choose a Roman head and face and up 
you go. Only being an artist is challen- 
ging. How many will come to your 
grand opening? Are you in the right 
groups? Do you have the right curator? 
How is the gallery you exhibit in rated? 
I remember sponsors. Seems in a way a 
similar concept as in the old world I've 
been. You have to give compliments to 
get them back. Then your art gets the 
critics. And you need a booming event. 
A feast of action. 


panthers in the arena. | will let the 
Gods speak out my name. Oh, I can be 
different! I will code a little script, a 
chat listener that shouts so everyone 
hears their own name! The Gods will 
speak to you. The Gods will value your 
doing and offer the first Hunger Games 
to join: “May the odds be ever in your 
favor.” 


I will become a game designer! That's 
where art meets money. I read back 
how it was successfully done. The 
Cathedral Dreamer made it to be fea- 
tured in rez Magazine. A cathedral full 
of fractals was stretched down so it fits 
in a small box. Then it was delivered in 
a grand opening to a different world, 
called VULCANICUS and placed there 
on a full region. I will steal and stretch 
the Colosseum. Some _ screenshots 
around, beautiful ones: for each gender, 


one for each species in the game. 
Everyone shall see the chosen role to fit 
ior, sleen-hunter, 

iest, slave, merchant, lady, magician. 
Optimized by methods of brain dom- 
inance research. With subliminal stim- 
uli in it. I've learned it’s called Google 
Adwords NT. 1 name them Artefacts of 
Rome and up we go. Hopefully, it 
doesn't look too much like Art Blue, as 
1 am the true artist, being no curator. I 


don’t want to end as a cleaner. 


So, I make my way to Rome to steal the 
Colosseum. I’m sure I can distract the 
audience by fireworks and some gifts 
before it gets known that Exy Atreides 
is the creator and I just changed the 
creator's name. 


The performance The Artefact: Still Not 
Known will happen in June at RIFT 
HORIZON in Metropolis grid and in 
SL. 


Interview: 


Jami: As I read your story, my dear Art 
Blue, I didn't get it all. Art Sharp exists, 
but the birth date is 3/19/2008. You 
claim in your story the birth date is 
8/24/2012. In the performance, will you 
change the avatar birth date to 
8/24/2012? 


Art: In the performance, you'll see it 
with your own eyes. All I say is true. I 
promised this when we talked about 
The Artefact the first time. Just to 
avoid somebody filing a report and 
producing some hassle, I will not let 
Art Sharp become famous. But 
someone in the audience will do it and 
leave the name Resident behind. 


Jami: Wow. So a Resident, let’s say Bald- 
rinMcSpot Resident, will become Bald- 
rin McSpot? 


Art: Correct. 

Jami: And Baldrin McSpot will steal the 
Colosseum and be shown as its creator? 
The famous Amphitheatre that was 
made by Exy Atreides? 


Art: Yes. 


Jami: OMG. Why didn’t I set this as a 
cover story? 


Art: I am overmodest. But Baldrin Mc- 
Spot might claim to be covered in July! 


Jami: Laughs. Baldrin McSpot? I don’t 
even know him. 


Art: Not true. 

Jami: Have you stolen my friends list? 
Art: You know I am programmed to 
tell the truth. Luckily in my code is em- 
bedded that I can stay silent. 

Jami: Speak it out! Have you? 

Art: How shall I have done? Baldrin 
McSpot Resident does not even exist 
now. I just know you know him. 

Jami: Gosh, Art. You drive me crazy. I 
want to meet this Baldrin guy with the 
right date born. 

Art: You will, and your readers as well. 
Jami: Sounds like fun that rocks the sim- 


ulator. You said mid-June, so just a few 
days to go. 


-r—e—z- 


you white man 

got a god 

rejected your own roots 
and came here 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


and we got left behind 

the shape of the land 

the call of the sunrise song 

thousands of years of farming this soil 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


you took this from us 
and made a new nation e 
celebrated as a new cry of liberty of tyranny 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


while you locked us into a never ending nightmare 
a world destroyed 
and reshaped to fit your ways 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


we were left behind 
never had to be asked what we thought 
as you saw us fit only to die out 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


we fought 

we killed as many of you bastards as we could 
our french white men brothers and sisters 
helped us and made family with us 

they became one of our nations 


but you, no 
you wouldn't accept us as people 
you took our farms 

our hunting lands 

our country 

and called us mad dogs 

unfit for progress 

heathen devil pagans 

native americans, indians 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


whatever words you needed to use 
to rationalize to yourselves what Hitler 
could have only dreamed of 


annihilation 
mass murder of hundreds of thousands 
from sea to shining sea 


with liberty and justice for ALL (anglo saxons only) 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


my people been here 

since before you painted cave art in gaul 

despite what countries you set up, US and Canada 
this is our land 

and we will take it back 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


Freedom is taken, not negotiated 
rights are wrenched from the dead tyrants’ hands 
not asked for 


for every one of you that thinks this is your country 
there is an Eynou fist 

we are tired of asking 

and of playing along to your first nations americans 
fantasies 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


we are not asking for you to be just anymore 

you are not, and we have 400 years of experience 
to show us you are vile and have only evil in heart 
you know nothing of us and our lands 


those things which we are now taking back 
our rights 

our pride 

our country 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


thieves and children of thieves 

we do not want you here anymore 

you have overstayed your welcome 

and you are NOT are sisters and brothers 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Da 
you walk on the ground of the massacred and starved 
and think it is yours 


we dont want your guilt anymore 

so dont tell me how sorry you are 

that my people were raped, shot and stabbed for hav- 
ing farms that you wanted to put germans and english 
on 


this is NOT about YOU 
it is about us. 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


i will be a stone in the hand of every child 
raised against your head 

witness the Cree revenge 

and fear her 


it is time you listen to us now 


you have made our nations into deserts 
and called it Columbus Day 


Elyse La Tuque 
24. Avril. 2014 
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Text and Photography by 
Hitomi Tamatzui 


so toxic that it is barely inhabitable 

in the ground zone. A multitude of 
scourges have devastated the earth: 
harsh climate change, pollution, fam- 
ine, and war. Toxic gas covers the 
ground level and is fatal after long- 
term exposure. 


I magine a world where the earth is 


Modern manufacturing no longer ex- 
ists. Everyday items are scavenged from 
the remains of abandoned buildings. 
Humans have learned to survive by 
creating with their own hands. To even 
exist at this level, one has to wear face 
masks and protective clothing. Where 
will we get food? Where will we find 
drinkable water? Where can we live? 
But even more important, where will 
we party and dance to our continued 
existence? 


Every spring, the residents of this SL 
community celebrate a renewal of life 
with the art of the Equinox celebration 
called Burn2 Burnal Equinox in Playa 
City in the Sky. The Playa’s winds help 
purify the air at this altitude. Because 
the only safe place for us is above the 
ground level toxic fumes, life continues 
to exist in a series of balloon filled plat- 
forms. Humanity’s ingenuity captures 
the toxin and places it into a balloon, 
mixed with the correct proportion of 
playa dust - renamed Fairy Dust. The 
mixture takes on the form of a very 
powerful, lighter-than-air gas. A single 
five-meter balloon can lift thousands of 


pounds into the air. 


These floating platforms are the hosts 
for a new opportunity to not only exist, 
but thrive above the ground. These 
floating platforms are the hosts for a 
new civilization. The citizens of this 
floating city commute by vehicles 
powered by whatever means can be 
found and lifted into the air by bal- 
loons filled with the Fairy Dust. 


The balloons and creations are not just 
functional, but a celebration of creativ- 
ity- every balloon is decorated with 
outstanding artistic designs. All of 
them are unique. This tradition has 
been carried down from their ancestors 
from when the Earth was bountiful. 
They celebrate this event in hopes that 
the Earth will eventually renew itself. 
The artists celebrate the clean air that 
still exists high above the scorched 
ground. They celebrate their existence 
thousands of meters above the surface, 
as different as it might be from their 
ancestor's experience. Each symbolizes 
that we are ALIVE! 


The last weekend of March was this 
year’s celebration of the Equinox called 
Hotter Than Air. Varied platform cre- 
ations in the multi-level exhibition by 
Annevonlinz, Aurora Mycano, Chic 
Aeon, Cinnamon Ghoststar, Ginger 
Lorakeet, Giovanna Cerise, Herbie 
Haven, Instincta, Krummis Blessed, 
maddomxc Umino, mongoflex, polka- 


matic feller, Qwark Allen, Rogue Des- 
moulins, sirhe DeSantis, Slatan Dr 


St3m Resident, Veyot resident, and 
Yman juran dot the sky as residents 
and visitors travel to each platform, 


beat drums, dance, listen to stories, and 
enjoy the celebration. The Burn2 com- 
munity is established and viable, and 
the future is at the former Burning 
Man doorstep. 
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Air Purification Plant by Quark Allens 


Prometeo by maddomxe Umino 
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Fractal Recovery Sphere by Aurora Mycano 


photography 


Gimme 


Gimme a slice of that mojo you're smokin’ 
This world of no-pity, this microphone city 
Punked out wonderland of pay-per-view pretty 
This clean scene where your money's green 
And your motives, lovely, dark and mean 


Gimme some of that sledgehammer justice 

Non-denial, denials, Verdicts without trials 

A little piece of "it’s either them or us" and 

a taste of that sweet slice of righteousness without the right 
Puts the "fuck you" back into the fight 


And gimme, please gimme, my own set of facts 
I wanna be covered when conscience attacks 

it's a world as wide as your weapons last 

if you're out of tomorrow, rewire the past 

Gotta get to the pile ‘cuz supplies go fast 

Get in, get what's yours and get clear of the blast 


Gimme a double shot of Don't Tread On Me 

of Lock-and-Load Liberty from Sea to Slightly Oily Sea 

Not my brother's keeper but I'll put him where he needs to be 
It's God and then Country and then it's me, me, me 


Gimme my fist-full of cash and room to run 
My economic day in the sun 

God Bless, Greenspan, Gold and Guns 

I know we're not the only ones. 

That steal the land of green 

and loot this sky of blue 

and justify with stories sad, sold, and true 


Gimme a double-clocked tallboy of I Don't Know 

I Don't Care, when or where misgivings go 

had a good thing goin, our game, our ball 

Shot first, shot often, didn't ask at all 

Damn Poets got us into this mess, the source of everyone’s distress 
This introspect and second guess, forced to feel under duress 
your painted glass words screwing with my soul 

Making me choose between what I think is holy 

...and what I know is whole 


Gimme my blindness back undo this passive hack 

I'm tired of poets talkin’ smack and staring back 

This mirror jamming up my game these words that work me 
Sheathed, sharpened blame that eats my reasons 

and melts excuse and forces ego into truce 

and lets me find that part of me 

..come loose 


Look... 

I know somewhere in this soul of mine 

this vengeful, sorry, frightened, wanting sea 
These words, these things 

They speak of me 


But what I'd like 
I'd really like 
I'd really like to be 


Gimme my chance at being free 
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street. Golden Hills could wait a 

day or two. I had to have my facts 
straight before returning. Three days of 
phone calls, chats, pay-offs, whatever I 
could find, gave me a rough sketch of 
Chiyoko, the girl I knew as Jing-Wei. 


] looked out of my office into the 


Chiyoko and her family had lived in 
China forever. That was her home, her 
parent's home, her grandparent’s home, 
and so on. Even her name, ‘Chiyoko} 

r meant ‘a thou- 
sand generations. 
x Chiyoko and 
her family, it was 
a simple, but 
good life. 


“I was free to play 
with my friends,” 
“she told me late 
sinto the night 
when I returned 
from Mad City. “I 


could run around the neighborhood 
and, when necessary, work in my fath- 
er’s business. Papa’s grocery stand did 
well. Supplies were 
consistent and we 
always had enough 
to eat” She ex- 


plained that the 
Triad was the J 
reigning criminal 


syndicate with i 
tentacles —_every- 
where. They left 
people, including her father, alone as 
long as they paid ‘protection money? “I 
was blissfully unaware of this during 
that happier time,” she continued, but 
little did she know that time was near- 
ing its end, 


As Chiyoko grew, 
she was noticed. 

e was strikingly 
beautiful, like her 
mother, even at 
15. “Boys would 
hover around my 
family fruit stand. 
To tell the truth, I 
didn't mind it. 
Men would speak 
to Papa about ar- 
ranged marriages, 


and later he 
would tell me,” 
she said. “It be- 
came a_ joke 


between us. I 


would do a 
thumbs up or 
thumbs — down 
and we would 
laugh when we 
agreed. The wo- 
men were no 
better. They 
quietly bickered 
as to which of 
their sons would 
make the best 
match for me.” 


Unfortunately, her beauty was also no- 
ticed by the Triad, many of whom 
seemed quite eager to approach her, 
touch her, and bring her little offerings 
of presents and candy." I could tell that 
when those people came by asking 
about me, Papa grew very quiet, like a 
rage and fear were boiling up at the 
same time,’ she reflected. “Papa re- 


buffed these as best he could, but, as in 
all things criminal and perverse, the 
Triad was relentless and always to be 
feared, he would warn me” she contin- 
ued. 
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When the local Triad boss came to s 
this creature of great beauty himsel 
unlike his more lecherous underlings, 
he didn't just see an object of desire but 
also an item, a commodity with trade 
value. He approached her father with a 
“proposition,” really a purchase offer. 
Her father would hear nothing of it. 


Of his children, 
none of whom he 
would offer for 
such an appalling 
exchange, Chiy- 
oko was his favor- 
ite; the only girl 
E whose beauty re- 
flected his wife's 
youthful looks 
and had the intel- 
ligence to manage 
the business after 
he was retired. 


The Triad seemed to tread cautiously. 
While the community was generally 
fearful of them, there was a point past 
which even the meek could not be 
pushed without backlash. The selling of 
children was that point. 


Still, they always came back. “Like a 
game of cat and mouse. Papa feared for 
me, warning me to stay indoors, away 
from the windows,’ she said. “I truly 
didn’t know why, but when the Triad’s 
men came around, they were told I was 
away visiting relatives.” 


The Triad knew this was a lie. They had 
eyes everywhere. Jing-Wei looked at 
the ceiling of her apartment lost in 
thought. She got up to get some tea but 
her motions were mechanical. Her 
mind was somewhere far away. When 
she sat down, Jing-Wei put the tea on 
the table next to us and left it there. She 


then tucked her legs under her and laid 
down on the couch with her head on 
my lap. I knew what was coming was 
hard on her; she needed comfort and a 
safe place to continue. 


One late night, the bottom fell out of 
her life. She was home alone when the 
Triad’s men came for her. “I was almost 
always hiding,” she said. 


“It was no longer a game. I felt real fear 
for my life. Not of death but, even in 
my naive thinking, of what they would 
do to me. I had heard stories of my 
friends leaving and never coming back. 
That night I was looking out of our tiny 
apartment window, watching Papa 


stock groceries in the front of our 
stand” 


“They entered the apartment so 
quickly, I barely heard them. They 
grabbed me and overpowered me in 
seconds. My screams did not even have 
a chance to leave my mouth. Bound 
and gagged, I was shoved in the trunk 
of a car and taken to a Triad ship 
bound for San Francisco.” 


A tear rose in her eye as she recounted 
this part of her story. “I assumed I was 
kidnapped by the Triad to be shipped 
somewhere like cargo. My life descen- 
ded into a living hell. It was damp and 
rainy everywhere. I was alone; no sib- 
lings, parents, or friends. I didn't un- 
derstand why I was taken, what they 
wanted with me, or the strange lan- 
guage everyone spoke. I was just 15 
and all alone” 


To make sure she didn't get lost or run 
away and hide on the ship, she was 
treated as “special” cargo. “What was 
worse, I was not locked in a room, but 
chained and stripped of all my cloth- 
ing, remaining on my knees for days, 
she cried. “Food was scarce, infrequent, 
and men leered at me for hours. I hurt, 
cried, and barely slept the whole jour- 
ney. 


Once they arrived in this new place, 
where everyone spoke a strange tongue, 
her life descended further into a living 
hell. 


“Once on land, I was locked in a room, 


again with no clothing and no contact. 
Food was brought infrequently and it 
was nothing like the delicious meals 
Mama had cooked. They became 
dreams to me. What I wouldn't do for 
that taste. Nothing at all compared to 
those meals.” 


~ 


“When they came for me, I fought 
them, screamed, clawed, and bit; did 
everything I could, In turn, they taught 
me the futility of fighting them? 


“Brutally, Oh, Phi. They hurt me so 
much.” Jing-Wei sobbed and turned her 
head away from me. All I could do was 
turn her gently back so she was looking 
at me, and try to dry her tears. 


“I was so tired and hurt that I gave up, 
turned docile. Smiling became a lost 
art. I wanted so badly to escape, so I 
watched and waited, looking for ways, 


but exit was impossible. I knew there 
were other girls in this holding place, 
some as young as me, others slightly 
older. I could hear them crying, 
screaming. When I begged to be 
released; my captors only laughed. I 
finally relented.” 


“Once I was docile, they forced me to 
wash their filthy clothes and dishes, 
sweep floors, and take out the trash.” 


“Then they surprised me. Oddly 
enough, I was taught to dress and talk 
to these new strangers in their 
language. Only later did I understand 
why. Forced sex became my life.” 


I could feel her stirring on my lap. 
These were the worst memories. Jing- 
Wei got up, paced a bit without 
speaking and lay down on the bed. All 
the lights were off, as if the dark could 


shield the anguish. I got up and sat on 
the bed next to her, Silence. Five, ten, 
fifteen minutes later she finally began 
to speak again. 


“I couldn't take that life. Papa taught 
me to be better and not give up. I had 
to show him that his words meant 
something to me. My attempts at 
escape simply led to more savage 
beatings and starvation, I knew I 
couldn't survive much more. 


“After many attempts, I finally came to 
understand; play the game and life will 
improve. I decided pain was no longer 
the way to go. Give others pleasure and 
I would simply live to see another day. 
Survival would be my revenge. 


“And it worked. This change in attitude 
soon paid off” Jing-Wei told me how 
she soon became favored by the 
"clients." Her captors now spoke highly 


of her. “I overheard that I was 
performing well and was commanding 
more money. I was receiving better 
clothes and food was provided. I was 
provided less grueling work. 


“They now said I had to learn to smile 
again, as was expected from a slave, to 
peak the language I now knew as 
‘English, to laugh, and to always 
pander. I also acquired a set of skills no 
one my age should ever have to learn. I 
never enjoyed anything they did to me, 
but I got good at fooling them into 
believing I enjoyed it” She sighed and a 
weary, sad look crossed _ her 
countenance. “I wanted to save myself 
for my husband, to give myself only to 
him; not some filthy gangster with dirt 
under his nails and cheap sake on his 
breath. 


“One day, I was taken to see a new 
man. He must have been high ranking, 
I thought, because all the others 
seemed to fawn over him. His every 
word commanded their instant obedi- 
ence. 


“[ was ushered into his presence. ‘Do 
you know I bought you?’ he said. ‘You 
have been quite some trouble to train, 
young Chiyoko: I knew better than to 
reply." 


“Kneel”” 


AS aa 
aici 


wo 


Leaning forward, he squinted at her. 
“You are still a beautiful flower. My 
little flower, with fire inside you. We'll 
see about that fire. 
“Take your clothes off, I want to see 
what you look like." 


“Thad done this many times before, but 
this time, instead of the usual reaction, 
I sensed a difference, This was not the 
usual lustful demand, rather it was 
more a request. One that could not be 
denied, delivered in a commanding, 
but almost gentle manner. This new 
warlord walked around me, touching 
me everywhere, yet seemingly without 
any of the frank lust to which I had 
grown quite accustomed; more like 
Mama or Papa would inspect veget- 
ables at the market. He inspected me 
from every angle, as impassively as my 
mother would examine a ripe tomato, 
softly commanding me to move this 
way or that to better reveal myself for 
his inspection. 


“That courtly manner quickly changed 
when I moved too slowly for his impa- 
tience. ‘Kneel!’ he again barked, his 
gentle manner instantly evaporating, 
replaced by barely controlled fury. 


“J fell to my knees and bowed my head 
as expected for his further inspection.” 


“[ own you now, slave. You live and die 
at my slightest whim. Your disobedi- 


ence will be your painful death! 


“Bow, slave.” 


“I lowered my head to the floor, but, 
again, not quickly enough for him. He 
shoved my head down to the tatami, 
making a point of grinding my face to 
the rough surface until I whimpered in 
pain.” “Stay!” 


Again he circled me: “I want to see you 
as my clients will see you.” Circling be- 
hind me, he put his shiny boot between 
my ankles and forced my legs apart. 


“He made me hold that position for a 
long time, until my muscles started to 
cramp, as he prodded me with his cold, 
hard, boot tip in every exposed part. 
Finally, he placed his boot on the back 
of my neck, pressing down until I 
winced and gasped in pain. ‘One more 
inch and I could snap your neck like a 
twig, slave? Releasing my neck, he 
leaned down and whispered almost un- 
intelligibly into my ear: ‘you're one 
inch from death at any time that I de- 
cide; remember that, my slave’ 


[hen he was gone. I began to weep, as 
never before, Over a period filled with 
humiliation, this was the worst of all. 
His display of absolute power of life 
and death over me had been intended 
to crush me and it nearly did. I stayed 
in that position as I cried until there 
were no more tears. No more feeling. 
No more anything.” 


SO, UMM... AN AVATAR WALKS INTO A 
BAR... 


a monthly advice column by 


Gudrun Gausman 


Dear Gudrun — 


Occasionally, I like to tell a joke when I'm partying at one of the many 
Second Life dance venues I frequent... If the place is too quiet, it livens 
it up a little and often kicks off a round of funny chat, Anyway, I told 
this joke the other night and no one laughed even a little LOL. 


‘Two detectives pull their car into a wooded driveway in bayou country 
and see a man on a riding lawnmower cutting the grass in a small 
cemetery. The car slows to a stop and one of the windows rolls down. 


"Hey, mister. Could you happen to point us in the direction of the old 
church that’s supposedly around here?" 


The man pauses for a moment before turning towards the car. He 
raises his goggles as he says, “Sure. I know all ‘bout this land.” 


His voice trails off as he looks down the road. The man exudes a seri- 
ous demeanor, but is sort of odd-looking; one might even say devel- 
opmentally challenged. 


‘Twisting in the seat of the lawnmower, he looks directly at the detect- 
ives. 


"What yall wanna do is go straight until you see County 13, and then 
take a left..." He pauses, not blinking. 


He reaches for his pocket and says, “Better yet, lemme call my uncle. 
He'll be able to tell you for sure.” He pulls out a flip-phone and dials a 
number. 


fie Fo detectives exchange 4lock asthe man holds the phone ned 1 
his oddly shaped mouth. 


“He ain't answering, I'mma try my buddy Chet." 
Te rob letective peal obs Looks appreciate but Lveuld want 
Repeeerenenee especially way out here. You must be roam- 


‘The detective's comment doesn't faze the man. He replies, “Sprint has 
‘one of the largest networks in the country, so I get service all through 
the bayou.” 

The man wipes sweat from his grass-stained brow. 

‘The second detective leans over and says quietly, “And with the new 
Premly plan, youlcen call tlendsandiam for no extra charge. 
Doesn't take a detective to figure out THAT’S a great deal.” 
pat ot 
hangs phone 's gonna be a right on County 13. Good 
ck Isreal easy to get turned turned around in these woods. Trust me, my 


"Yeah, thanks bud." The detective cuts him off. The car drives off, 
kstingupa boos and disappears down the overgrown: 


‘The man rises as he watches the car disappear back into the trees. He 
ee ...my framily’s been here for a long, 


people seemed to list ante oey unten 
mhing No eon ee ee eeine earn feat Talos: 
ees ae ee 
Bactrim 
Hopefully, 
‘Sklurfluffle Hudnut 


Dear Sklurfluffle - 


Wow. That joke is really, really long, es- 
pecially for SL. The only person in SL 
I've ever heard of getting away with a 
joke like that is a DJ named Bigjack 
Rolls... and he has a more or less cap- 
tive audience. And thinking about it, I 
believe I saw THAT particular joke on 
a Web site called "My Jokes are Bad 
(Really, Really Bad)." 


I don't think you're losing your sense of 
humor at all. If you had lost it, there's 
no way you would have found that joke 
funny. So...(By the way, I can tell you 
are of the female per- 
suasion. Guys usually 
don't care if anyone 
thinks they are funny 
so long as they think 
they are. It’s been said 
that wit is the unfailing 
indicator of _ intelli- 
gence. Men will laugh 
at almost anything, of- 
ten precisely because it 
is - - or they are - - ex- 
tremely stupid. This, of 
course, does not ex- 
plain why no one 
laughed at your joke.) 


From my point of view, 
you're using the right 
method of obtaining 
jokes, which is “getting” 
(stealing) them from 


others; that way you know that 
someone else also thinks they're funny. 
This is a murky area, though. From 
time immemorial, jokes have been 
passed from one person to another. It's 
only in the era of massive numbers of 
professional comedians that the issue 
of theft has arisen. In the era of court 
jesters, or whatever, the jester popula- 
tion was probably never large enough 
to create huge competition for material. 
I would guess that a local jester pretty 
much had things to his or herse 
cept when travelling entertainers came 
to town. Again, there probably wasn't a 
lot of overlap of material. 


Jesters WERE professionals, though. 
Even in ancient times, royalty em- 
ployed “fools” and by the medieval 
period, the jester was a familiar figure. 
Renaissance courts employed “licensed 
fools,” LOL. In some royal courts (Eng- 
land), young fools were considered de- 
sirable; in others (Russia), there was no 
fool like an old fool, and the uglier the 
better. In England, sadly, Cromwell and 
his Puritans put an end to such foolery, 
at least on a local basis. 


Jesters could come from any walk of 
life, and their appointment was based 
solely on merit. **Sigh** Okay, so 
maybe you SHOULD make up your 
own jokes. Just so you can be meritori- 
ous. It will look good on your licensed 
fool C.V. There are plenty of “how-tos” 
around. Here are some methods 
gleaned from them, illustrated with 
jokes by a single comedian (though 
some may have been misattributed). 


First method: Come up with a target 
Joke about yourself. 


“I refuse to join any club that would 
have me as a member.” 


“Those are my principles, and if you 
don't like them... well, I have others.” 


“Who are you going to believe, me or 
your own lyin’ eyes?” 


Target your SOs... Spouse, mother, BE, 
GE. 


“Remember, men. We're fighting for 
this woman's honor; which is more 
than she eve did." 


Target groups of people. 


“Politics is the art of looking for 
trouble, finding it everywhere, diagnos- 
ing it incorrectly and applying the 
wrong remedies.” 


Joke about places or situations. 


“Marriage is a wonderful institution, 
but who wants to live in an institu- 
tion?” 


Zero in on a specific person or current 
event. (In the case of politicians, and 
others as well, you can easily zero in on 
individual faux pas, LOL.) 


Second method: Create the humor 
Make it absurd. 

“Outside of a dog, a book is a man's 
best friend. Inside of a dog, it's too dark 
to read” 

“One morning I shot an elephant in my 
pajamas. How he got in my pajamas, I 


don't know.” 


“Then we tried to remove the tusks. 


The tusks. That's not so easy to say. 
Tusks. You try it some time. As I say, 
we tried to remove the tusks. But they 
were embedded so firmly we couldn't 
budge them. Of course, in Alabama the 
Tuscaloosa, but that is entirely ir-ele- 
phant to what I was talking about.” 


Make it dirty. 


Female What's My Line 
Contestant: “I have 14 
children, Groucho”. 


Groucho: “You have 14 
children? Why do you 
have so many kids?” 


Woman: “Because I love 
children and I love my 
husband”. 

Groucho: “I love my ci- 
gar too, but I take it out 
of my mouth every once 
in a while” 

Be shocking. 

See above, LOL 


Use variations of old 
standards. 


“A priest, a minister, a rabbi, and a 
mullah walk into a hookah bar...” 


Relate to the joke, and let the audience 


do so. 


“If you've heard this story before, don't 
stop me, because I'd like to hear it 
again” 


Make it so stupid, it’s funny. 


“Well, Art is Art, isn't it? Still, on the 
other hand, water is water. And East is 
East and West is West and if you take 


sauce they taste much more like prunes 
than rhubarb does. Now, you tell me 
what you know.” 


Method 3: Get your delivery perfec- 
ted 


Know the audience. 


(Groucho got dropped from the WW II 
War Bond drive circuit because of his 
“Tail of Two Cities” joke about a GR, 
that he told in Minneapolis-St. Paul to 
an audience in the railroad station.) 


Keep the joke short. (Talkin’ to YOU, 
Sklurfluffle.) 


“I have had a perfectly wonderful even- 
ing, but this wasn't it” 


“T never forget a face, but in your case 
Till be glad to make an exception.” 


Master a deadpan expression. 

(A cigar might help.) 

Perfect your timing. 

Groucho, though something of a philo- 
sopher in his own right, didn’t need to 
figure out how to make things funny. 
That hasn't stopped numerous academ- 
ics from trying to figure out what 


makes things funny. 


Academics will say that our sense of 


humor must accomplish important 
evolutionary objectives. Has finding 
things funny and laughing about them 
helped us survive as a species? Some 
propose that humor evolved because it 
strengthens the ability of the brain to 
detect mistaken reasoning (i.e., humor 
evolved as a way for the mind to give 
incentive to the discovery of mistaken 
leaps to conclusion). 


Fitting this evolutionary perspective, 
three theories of humor appear re- 
peatedly in current scholarly discourse: 
relief theory, superiority theory, and in- 
congruity theory. Relief theory involves 
the release of the nervous energy res- 
ulting from inhibition and suppressed 
desire. 


Superiority theory finds humor in the 
misfortune of others because of per- 
ceived shortcomings. Incongruity the- 
ory, of course, is the 
intuitively-appealing belief that humor 
arises when people discover there's an 
inconsistency between what they ex- 
pect to happen and what actually hap- 
pens. 


But is there an overarching theory that 
encompasses them all? Many believe 
the Benign Violation Theory, currently 
in vogue, accomplishes this and fits the 
evolutionary perspective as well. BVT 
is the idea that humor occurs when 
something that is unsettling, threaten- 
ing or wrong (i.e., a violation) simul- 


taneously seems acceptable, safe or 
okay (i.e., benign). 


Violation is simply something wrong, 
not the way it should be. Benignity can 
arise from lack of commitment to the 
violated norm, physical or psychologic- 
al distance from the violation (time, 
space, personal, or credibility), or al- 
ternative interpretation. A person must 
see both interpretations more or less at 
the same time. 


So, Sklurfluffle, you now have the 
wherewithal to build your own arsenal 
of humor from the ground up. As for 


BENIGN 
VIOLATION 


those who wish to maintain the inher- 
ent mystery behind humor, there's 
nothing to worry about. Even with the 
correct theory, not everyone will be 
able to crack zingers like the great 
comedians. But we know that you're 
smarter and more evolved than at least 
half the people out there, so perhaps 
you can. 


TC ~ Gudrun 


VIOLATION 


and that verbs were green. We knew, of course, that it was 
about the velocity of light and our admiration for the Third 


One adorned our every prayer, Still, Anya, who had once 


been a borderguard, and who could pass messages as surrepti- 


a wink to one’s self in the mirror, found it difficult to 


tiously a 
inform our seven the exact location and time for the delivery of i 
; 
the last arrow. 
You have to remember, we communicated through the ? 
objects we held. To risk our accents meant certain annihilation. » 
So we spoke with the smoky purpleness of plums, the 


small blood-carnivals of roses, the incandescences of mica. 


There was one place we met. The shadows there reminded 
each of us of the day, so many hundreds of years ago when 
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